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Cartoonist Keiji Nakazawa was seven years old and living in Hiroshima In ihn r,idy 
days of August 1945 when the city was destroyed by an atomic bomb dioppud by 
the United States. Starting a few months before that event, his ten volume 
Barefoot Gen shows life in Japan after years of war and privations, as seen through 
the eyes of seven-year-old Gen Nakaoka. 

By Volume Seven, Gen has grown old enough to think about the l« •< |.«< y t if 
the victims of the atomic bombing. Picking up from Volume Six, the story opens 
with Gen searching for a printer willing to publish an eyewitness account of the 
bombing written by "Papa,"the journalist who serves as a father figure to (lens w.u 
orphan friends. By hook and crook Gen and Ryuta manage to get the book piloted 
and distributed, only to arouse the wrath of U.S. Army censors, who teat h them .1 
hard lesson about the politics of memory. Meanwhile, Gen's brother Kojl returns 
home at last, only to find that their mother is on her deathbed. 

"...some of the best comics ever done. Nakazawa, I'm sure, will be considered 
one of the great comic artists of this century, because he tells the 
truth in a plain, straightforward way, filled with real human feelings." 

-R. Crumb, cartoonist 




"Gen effectively bears witness to one of the central horrors of our time.This vivid 
and harrowing story will burn a radioactive crater in your memory that will never 
let you forget it. Gen is one of those very few comix that actually pulls off the 
essential magic trick... those little marks on paper come to fully realized life." 

-Art Spiegelman, cartoonist, 
Winner of the Pulitzer Prize for Main 

"Nakazawa's graphic presentation of what it was like to survive the atomic 
bombing of Hiroshima should be required reading for all citizens, beginning with 
the President. Perhaps then we might gain the maturity to stop such madness." 

-Hunter & Amory Lovins 
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Hiroshima and Chernobyl: How 
Nina Brought Gen to the Ukraine 

i 


Nina Mikhailovna Vasilenko is a Ukrainian poet. Until 
2001 she taught elementary school in the small village 
of Makalevichi, 75 kilometers southwest of Chernobyl. 

The accident at the Chernobyl Nuclear Power Plant on 
April 26y 1986 was devastating to Nina’s village, but it 
was not until May that people learned just how terrible 
a disaster had occurred. Vast numbers of soldiers, doc¬ 
tors, radiation monitors, truck drivers and laborers were 
dispatched to Chernobyl. When soldiers suffering acute 
radiation exposure were removed unconscious from the 
disaster site, civilians were mobilized to replace them. 
Nina’s husband, a truck driver, was ordered by the So¬ 
viet Army to haul concrete blocks for a helicopter base 
for firefighting operations at the plant. Through that sum¬ 
mer and fall, he spent eight to ten hours a day delivering 
loads inside the contaminated zone. When he returned 
to Kiev and his truck was measured for radioactivity, the 
equipment gave off a loud metallic noise. Many of his 
coworkers died, and in 2000 Nina’s husband, too, died 
of liver cancer. 

Nina herself has suffered from heart trouble, her eldest 
son from thyroid disease, and one of her grandchildren 
from a brain tumor. Not a single person in Makalevichi 
is free of health problems. A village that had a popula¬ 
tion of 680 before Chernobyl has now been reduced to 
390 by death and people moving away; the elementary 
school is in danger of closing. 





The same year as the Chernobyl accident, a group of 
Japanese citizens, with the help of a Ukraine news¬ 
paper, initiated a dialogue by mail between Japanese 
and Ukrainian mothers. Titled “Mother to Mother," the 
purpose of the correspondence was to aid the victims of 
Chernobyl. One hundred seven letters were exchanged; 
one of them came to Japan from Nina. Her letter began 
with the words “As victims of nuclear energy, we are 
sisters in misfortune,” and was addressed to Shigeno 
Azuma, an elementary school teacher in Kanazawa 
City. With this letter began eight years of a friendship 
between Nina and Ms. Azuma that expanded to include 
their school pupils as well, fostering a bond between 
Chernobyl and the land of Hiroshima and Nagasaki. 

In 1994, members of Project Gen in Kanazawa began 
translating these letters, and we were especially moved 
by the sensitivity and eloquence of Nina’s words. That 
same year, a Kanazawa citizens’ group invited Nina to 
visit our city and meet Ms. Azuma and her students. 

Nina also visited Hiroshima and prayed for those who 
had died in the atomic bombing. 

After her visit, Nina began to write frequently in her 
letters about the connection between Chernobyl and 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki. “Hiroshima, Nagasaki and 
Chernobyl are links in the same chain," she wrote. “In 
the vessel of the Earth’s sorrows, the tears of Cher¬ 
nobyl, Ukraine blend with the tears of Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki. People speak many different languages, but 
their cries of grief are the same. That is why we can 
understand each other.” 

Those of us in Project Gen naturally wanted to tell Nina, 
who had shown such concern for the bomb victims in 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki, the story of Gen, the mis¬ 
chievous little boy who had survived the atomic hell of 
Hiroshima a half century earlier. In 2001 Project Gen 
published the entire Barefoot Gen series in Russian and 


presented a set to Nina. She responded enthusiastically 
to Gen’s story, and ultimately translated the series from 
Russian into Ukrainian. 

In 2007 an atomic bomb exhibit was held in the old Rus¬ 
sian city of Yaroslavl in support of a performance of the 
musical version of Barefoot Gen at an international the¬ 
ater festival. Members of Project Gen came from Japan 
and joined Nina in Yaroslavl to participate as volunteer 
staff. Today Nina continues to work for peace, writing 
poetryias well as articles for her local newspaper. 


Namie Asazuma 
Coordinator, Project Gen 
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For the Sake of the Future 
We Must Not Forget the Past 

Nina Mikhailovna Vasilenko 


To Hiroshima... 

From Chernobyl in the distant Ukraine 

From the banks of the Dnieper, flowing on since time immemorial 

I bear greetings, flying through the realm of the imagination 

To come face to face with your sorrow-laden past 

Quietly, quietly... the breeze sighs 

Quietly, quietly... leaves whisper in the trees 

A sorrow-laden sun sets over Hiroshima 

Through empty, paneless windows 

The Atomic Dome gazes sadly upon river and town 

Its rooftop will never forget August 6, 1945 

The atomic bomb exploding, the fear, the screams, the children’s cries 
The horror of war and death, death, death... 

Scores of lanterns like tiny houses float down the river 
Inside those tiny houses burn the souls of Shoji, of Yasushi 
Ripples breaking on the shore, the river sighs and quietly weeps 
There was a school here 

Four hundred children burned to death in an instant 

Name after name is engraved on stone tablets 

Red salvia blooms like blood filling the flower beds 

Sadako flew off to the stars on the wings of a crane 

Leaving what might have been a happier future on earth 

Scorched trees sprout young buds 

Like those trees Numata-san was scorched, yet lives on 

And now she greets us 

The atomic bomb destroyed Hiroshima 

But it could not destroy Numata-san’s heart 

Today sweet oleander blooms everywhere 

Rising from the ruins, the town boasts proud rows of tall buildings 

People who have never known war fill the streets 

Quietly, quietly... if you listen you will hear 

The victims of the bomb sleeping under every footstep 

Six rivers carry the tears of Hiroshima to the sea 

The sea grows salty and bitter with those tears 

People of the earth, let us not ignore this warning 

Let us overcome war 

Let us put a curse on war 

Let us have peace and happiness on earth! 
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That's what you shoulda 
said to begin with. You 
can’t take it with you, 




When you die, you're gonna lose it 
all and go to your grave naked as 
the day you were born. That's how 
life works, you 




























































Writing on wall: Resist Japan 



Emperor Proclaims 


We were told that the immortal 
Japanese Empire was protected 
by the gods and our divine 
emperor. We truly believed 
that Japan could never lose. 


Now our supposedly divine 
protector, the emperor, 
suddenly declares himself an 
ordinary mortal and tells us to 
bear the unbearable and endure 
the unendurable, as if it's not 


and Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki were 
vaporized in a flash 
by atomic bombs. 
Japan surrendered 
only after millions 
had died in vaim. 




























































I decided I would never 
believe anything our 
leaders said, ever again. 
And I decided I'd never 
trust anyone else either. 



So all I thought about 
was increasing my own 
fortune, no matter 
what happened to you. 




So you're one A 

of the people 
crippled by 

the war, too , J \ t 

Noro, I know how you feel, but I 
think you should forgive your uncle. 
Me, I can’t hate him anymore. 


It's the people who i 
want to get us into 1 
more wars that \ 
oughta be killed! 


You can't go on looking backward 
forever. You've gotta turn around 
and start walking forward. Killing a 
guy like your uncle won’t get you 
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Gen! Ryuta! We're gonna split 
this gold three ways. I'd never 
have gotten it without your help. 



Hee hee! Now^HJ 

some paper and^jiM Hoora y ! 
get that book^^f||^^ 

|ig 

Good news, old j 
man! We're m 

gonna get your 
novel published! 

A* 
























































































































































js Ohh, the faces 

and voices of my 
family /> 
Calling for me to 
bring them honor 
As they wave their 
in farewell... 



\\—MSP 1 
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Thanks, Mr. Pak, but I don't 
believe in depending on other 
people's kindness. Even when 
things are tough, I try to rely 

I made a promise ) 
to Papa before Jjk^0 'Jfe. 
he was killed 
by the bomb... 

u- ^. 

mkM 


that I’d be like \ 

the wheat that J 
grows straighter <? 
and stronger j 

never Well said, Sen! 

gfveup bonlf ever lose 


§§§ 


Now you're 

There, eat talkin'! When il 

your fill, L> comes to eatinc 

b0YS ^dd&S\ 2. no one needs tc 

iBDn A ask me twice 

So what’s Well, 

1 this favor Jl||||^ it's like 

you came this... 

to ask, Sen? 
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But on the way, many were caught i 
typhoons and drowned at sea without ever 
setting foot again in their homeland. They 
never got to see the parents and brothers 
and sisters and wives and children they'd 
waited so long to see. 


















































Even worse off are the thirty 
thousand Koreans who managed 
to reach home but must live 
without access to treatment 
for the burns and wounds and 
disabilities they suffered 
from the A-bombs. 
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And we owe it all to Mr. Pak, for 
getting us the paper on the black 
market. We'll have to take him a 
l copy to thank him. 


Papa's going to be 
so happy to see 
his novel turned 
into such a fine 



Title: The End of Summer 
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Every house in sight had 
been blown down by the 
blast, trapping the people 
inside under collapsed roofs 
and walls. Then the fires 
started by the bomb's heat 
spread from house to house 
in an inferno that burned 
the trapped 







































I chanted 
prayers 
to Amida 
Buddha as 
I ran. 
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It broke my heart 
see a baby sucklir 
at the breast of i 
dead mother. 


Medical aid stations quickly 
ran out of supplies and had 
nothing to offer the injured. 
They overflowed with dying 
people calling out the names 
of loved ones as life ebbed 
from their bodies. 


Bodies 
and more 
bodies lay 
everywhere 
looked. 
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Maggots seemed to appear 
from nowhere on the 
festering flesh, and the 
victims complained of 
the itching and the pain. 







Since that day, 
time has stood 
still for me, and 
the seasons 
have ceased 
to advance. 


Everything had 
been taken from 
me, and all my 
hopes and dreams 
were destroyed. 
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When I heard 
that guzzling large 
quantities of 
alcohol might help, 
I tried that, too. 
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I can never forgive the 
Japanese and American 
leaders who abetted the 
grim reaper by starting 
the war and dropping 
the bomb. 





that breeds constant wars and an endless 
supply of devices with which to kill one 
another. Let us all work to put an end 
to that lunatic world! 



















































































































































Mister! 
Hey, Mister! 
Wake up!! 


What's 

the 

matter/ 
Sen? | 


The old 
man's dead. 
He's dead. 


But now it's 
too late. I 
never got to 
show him his 
book. 


1 don't 
I believe 
^you, 
j^Gen! 


we finally ^ 
got the v 
book 
finished 
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That’s weird. I 


thought for sure 


they'd send me 


back to the 


reformatory 


Looks like 
we're 
headed 
.for Kure. 


Dammit! Where're 
these Yankee 
bastards taking us' 


I'm scared, Gen. 
Whaddaya think 
they'll do to us? 
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It's one of Papa's k 

bones. We each <cW 

have one as a 

keepsake. W m/jM 

*§§£ 


Shut your trap! Writing c 
and publishing about the 

A-bomb is forbidden in 

Japan right now, and so 
is talking about it in V 

public assemblies! ^ 

^ You have to 
have U.S. 
^ s ,^w7'y’ permission 
j£=\\fc\y for all those 

V> A^a things! 


We would never Pf MM 

grant permission ^x\\ \ w 
for a book^n«^s^ 

This is a y ° uVe 

serious gotta be 

offense! kidding! 

9^1 \ 





























































104 




105 



























































To hell 
with your 
self-servinc 
excuses! r 



What if someone dropped an A-bomb on America, 
and your children and parents were turned into 
monsters and killed like that? I guarantee you'd 
feel the same way I do n 
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Ill 
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They seize people who've returned 
from Soviet territory, even minors. 
They handcuff and blindfold them, 
and take them to U.S. bases to 
turn them into spies. 


They drug you s« 


you can t 


aw> 


then they 


and kick you 


thats just 


Then they beat 
you with a rubber 
club called a 
blackjack. 





























































































































Japan's in no \ 

position to 
protest right J! 
now. America ^4 
beat us in the 

( GHQ* controls the IPS 

entire country, so j \ 

7 there's no way for 

A us to fight back. 

ft 

* General Headauarters of the Supreme Commander for the Allied Powers 

_ , ,, , , And their bases 

Its all cloaked W are outside the 
m secrecy and M reach of Japanese 
earned out in W , aw so +hey can do 
the dark. /1 w h a tever they want 

—C\ l \ userean d 

^^\v^Japan can't say ■ 

^ JSb g§> Srrr! Now 
m I m re °^ 
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Found in the 
basement of the 
Iwasaki Mansion, 
commandeered by 
the Ame.r\cans in 
Tokyo, were a water 
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But we ve 
had all we 
can take 
of wars! 


WE RE the ones 
who suffer and 
die whenever 
there's a war. 


We can't 

let them 
torture us 


and make 
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Poor guy. He's My ouVe 

so scared o f ^H£ right 

the torture, <pllpK 

he's gone mad! 

w 


fft| 

fjj 
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What 

happens 

after 


Set 


outl 


/ IT Stop your 

y-you're better not \ blathering, 

letting \ be planning to f j ust ge t out 
us go? C shoot us from and scram. 
_! behind. 


Why 

the 

hell...? 


Beats 
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ourselves to was. |1 

take the tortureJjlBl^ 

Ip; 


Man, that Y No kidding. Anyway, 
was close, l let's get on back to 
though. It / Hiroshima before 

iMr^ ei r 

I sure didn't know \ r Me 
the Yankees were 1% neither, 
doing such terrible 
things here in 



It makes me I 
mad, and I'm not / 
gonna keep quiet \ 
about it. ) 
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Who d'you 
think you arc, 
laughing at a 
guy’s misery?! 
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We're gonna make all the American 
jeeps and trucks running around 
Hiroshima poop out. Damned if 

I'm gonna just sit by while the 
Americans walk all over us! 

Si 


All you ever think j[ Nyaah, 
about is eating! A 1°°^ 
You've got a one- 11 w ^° s 

track mind. /gktalking! 



Well, when their motors go bad, 
they'll pay Japanese mechanics to 
repair 'em. Japan makes a profit. 
It's good economic policy, 
.don't you know? 









































































Look around you! Our people 
lost everything in the war, 
jobs are scarce, and millions 
are struggling without any 
hope for the future. 










































































This is JOKR, JOKR, Hiroshima's 
number one radio station! Bing- 
bing-bing bo-o-nngg! It's 12 noon! 
Ding-ding dong-dong ding! Ta-daa 
de-dum de-dumL^^. __ ,-^r- 

Hope all you hungry folks across! 
the country are enjoying a nice 1 
Sunday afternoon. It's time for "1 
our weekly amateur singing J 


r!5ll 
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Our first contestant will sing "On a 
Foreign Hillside." As I watch the 
setting sun... DINS! Thank you for 
coming! Contestant number two, 
"Tokyo Boogie." Tokyo boogie-woogie. 
DING! Thank you for coming! 
Contestant number three, “Soran 
Song."^^JEnya-totto, Enya-totto. 
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We have some announcements to 
make. Distribution of today's catch 
will begin shortly. Bring a pot and line 
up at your nearest fishmonger's! 

Bing-bing- Ha ha! 

bing bo-o- This 

nngg. ///gp kid’s 

o'clock! pH/ wild! 

XJ 

wstm 



Next, the returnees bulletin. I will 
read a list of the repatriates who 
arrived at Maizuru Harbor today. 
Arriving from Sakhalin is Mr. Magoichi 
Ota, originally from Hiroshima, and 
Mrs. Ryoko Hanagawa, hometown not 

- tq !- j~ 




Tippity-tip A 

$ Time for the 

tap-tap- \ 

radio variety 

tap, Knock-^ 

KAhour. We begin 

knock- r*k 

Ajftv today with 

knockljy--^ 

Hft- i the comedy 

m 

£g$|\ stylings of 
r Entatsu & 

\ / ^chako. _ 




"Man, oh, man, have you noticed how prices have soared lately?" 
"You bet I have. It’s kite season." "What do you mean?” 
“Prices are high as a kite!" “Ba-da-boom! Give me a break!" 
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Hey, did you notice how 
American jeeps and trucks 
were breaking down all over 
town today? I wonder what 
that was about. 
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The doctor said there wasn't anything 
more he could do for her, so we should 
let her do what she wants in the time 


she has left...? 






































































Mama believes she's really 
been cured. We have to 
keep her believing that 
until she dies. 


Its a lie! 
It's a lie! 


you re j 
trying to 
my leg 
Akira! 


just 


Its gotta 


be a lie! 


Shes feeling 
better for 
now, but it's 
not going to 


Mama 

looks 



































































.Ezznz 
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You're lucky to still 
have a mother you 
can feel sad about. 
The rest of us don't. 












































































Smile, Sen! Smile and 
laugh and blast all 
those bad feelings 
away. I'll laugh with 
you! 


gp 

3ft 
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What kind of 
question is that? I 
have to work so you 
boys can go to school 
without worrying 
about anything. 



















































































































































Your father was just back 
from Kyoto, where he'd studied 
traditional Japanese painting 
and lacquer work. He was really 
sharp and handsome. ^ 

You mean IlSl 

like me, "9^. 

Mama? 


W&jSj 

®fil 


a — .)! 
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People called him a 
traitor, and the 
Neighborhood Chairman 
and everybody gave us 
a real hard time. 


like how important 
it was to oppose 
. the war, but also 
A how dangerous. 


Well 


Come on, Mama. 
Tell us the things 
you learned from 
Papa. 


I know about that. \ 
I remember how ) 
Papa got arrested \ 
and beaten up by } 
the police. 


Actually, that 
was nothing. The Mr 
military controlled j// 
everything in (/// 

^ those davs.^ ^ 

_ / They constantly beat the 

W \ drums of war. It's for 

PM (s pS7 , the emperor, it's for the 

[ country, they said. You 
got in big trouble if you 
\ Jl( p ( \ raised a protest. 

fill JH/ 



Placard: "Sacred War" 185 














































































Your father had a friend named 
Sugita who wanted to change that. 
He tried to open people's eyes by 
writing plays opposing the war. 




There was this terrible law called the 
Peace Preservation Law that gave the 
police authority to round up anyone who 
opposed the war or complained about 
the government. 
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But Mr. Sugita believed that 
he was right and refused 
to give in. So they kept on 
torturing him in every way 
imaginable. 


But Mr. 
Sugita 
couldn't 
hide 
forever 


Eventually. An 
agent from the 
special police 
infiltrated his 
group. 


They waited for 
their chance, 
when all of Mr. 
Sugita's group 
gathered. 


The thought police 
stripped them and 
tortured them to 
make them renounce 
their views. 


























































































Women could be 

detained at will. And even 
if they recanted and were 
released, the stigma 
stayed with 


The police continued 
to hound the women 
to make an example 
of them, even 
disrupting their 


Man! The V That's right. 

special police A They took 
did some V away all 
really terribleour free- 
thingsl^Ak v^doms. 



oA? { Your f a+her was 

V devastated by Mr. 

V Sugita's death, and 
l wept that he was 

my^^^^^O^irredaceable.^. 


|§g 

And that's exactly what happened. 
Cities all over Japan were burned 
to the ground, the country ran out 
of food, millions were killed... and 
then came the atomic bomb... 

FT < 


We mustn't ever let Japan go back 
to that horrible dark age. We 
mustn't let the government make 
laws that allow the police and the 
military to keep us from speaking 
freely, or to censor films and plays 




































































Once the drums are beating and people start cheering for war, it's 
too late. They'll pass laws like the Peace Preservation Law and leave 
you no escape. People get turned into nothing but tools of war. 
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The copper and scrap 
iron from around here 
has all been salvaged. 
There's nothing left. 




TV^ 






TV^ T 


I'm off 
to school, 
Mama. 


Study 

hard, 

dear. 
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You" 

Shit?/ mean, 

What's theworld haw! 

come to when you \ ' s 

^getbeatup^ 


I'm serious. I \ i 

come into the J A 

city to collect / /<{| 

twice a week. v^5s 

(What do 
r you do 
l with it? 

I use I’m a farmer, so I 

it as need lots of manure 

manure, i to fertilize my crops. 
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It means all they 
have to eat is 


The war-mongers 
fight their stupid 
war and turn us 
a country of 
vegetable- 
eaters! 

c 


Ah, the 


pain 


defeat 


into 


Geez, I thought 
this whole poop 
> business was 
funny, but I 
ijuess it's pretty 


Now what am I going M But the crops IVe 
to do? I can't make JJ> p | anted won - + grow 
my rounds w.th a without fertilizer, 

sprained ankle. 
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Awright! 
You're not 
fooling, 
are 
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Let's try 
that 
house. 


SL Hyuk, hyuk! 
IjL I've had a lot 
jCmore practice 
' than you! 


genius, Ryuta! 
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Ha ha! We 
should be 
thanking YOU, 
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Let's see... five toothbrushes, three 
bars of soap, ten towels, twenty 
bean-jam buns, eight candy bars, 
five bags of hard candy, and twenty 


Ha ha! I took a 
little walk around 
the black market 
and my bag just 
kinda filled u 
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This place brings back such sweet 
memories. Twenty years ago I stood 
right here with your father on our 
honeymoon... Now that I've seen Kyoto 
again, I can die Xj\in peace... 





__ 
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Waah!, 

Waah! 



Mama's dead. Now she's 
going to be gone for 
good. I can't stand it! 
~ can’t stand it! 
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It's the war and 
the bomb that 
made you have to 
go through so 
much hardship. 


Where’re 
yoi 


I need you to 

come with me, 
Mama. There's 


I need 
you to 
come 
with 


forgive 
the people 
who were 
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It takes two sides to make a fight. 
Japan and America both did bad 
things. Why is Japan the only one 
being punished? It was America 
that dropped those horrible bombs! 


How would MacArthur feel 
if his mom or his kids had 
to suffer and die like that 
from an A-bomb? 
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He should 


throw himself 


on tl 


and 


But I've never heard the 
emperor say he's sorry for 
what he did. Not once have I 
heard him beg the Japanese 
people for forgiveness! 
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Hey, hey! 
Sum, give 
me please! 


Hey, hey! 
Chocolate, give 
me please! ^ 
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I saw lots of ^ All their 

people who were W bones 
burned to death 1 C were 
by the bomb. | e ft 

; 

^ At ^ J 

white lump ? wei ^' 

XmaV. 


What the hell! K 

Does the radiation 
from the bomb 
even destroy 

people's bones?! , ivj 

i 1 

1 Dammit all! 

This is 

1 too much! X^)) 

xxv* v 
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About Project Gen 

Namie Asazuma 
Coordinator, Project Gen 

In the pages of Barefoot Gen, Keiji Nakazawa brings to life a 
tragedy unlike any that had ever befallen the human race before. 
He does not simply depict the destructive horror of nuclear 
weapons, byt tells of the cruel fate they visited upon victims and 
survivors innhe years to come. Yet Gen, the young hero of this 
story, somehow manages to overcome one hardship after anoth¬ 
er, always with courage and humor. Barefoot Gen's tale of hope 
and human triumph in the face of nuclear holocaust has inspired 
volunteer translators around the world, as well as people working 
in a variety of other media. Over the years Gen has been made 
into a three-part live-action film, a feature-length animation film, 
an opera, and a musical. 

The first s effort to translate Barefoot Gen from the original 
Japanese into other languages began in 1976, when Japanese 
peace activists Masahiro Oshima and Yukio Aki walked across 
the United States as part of that year's Transcontinental Walk for 
Peace and Social Justice. Their fellow walkers frequently asked 
them about the atomic bombing of Hiroshima, and one of them 
happened to have a copy of Hadashi no Gen in his backpack. The 
Americans on the walk, astonished that an atomic bomb survivor 
had written about it in cartoon form, urged their Japanese friends 
to translate it into English. Upon returning to Japan, Oshima and 
Aki founded Project Gen, a non-profit, all-volunteer group of 
young Japanese and Americans living in Tokyo, to do just that. 
Project Gen went on to translate the first four volumes of Barefoot 
Gen into English. One or more of these volumes have also been 
published in French, German, Italian, Portuguese, Swedish, 
Norwegian, Indonesian, Tagalog, and Esperanto. 

By the 1990s Project Gen was no longer active. In the mean¬ 
time, author Keiji Nakazawa had gone on to complete ten vol¬ 
umes of Gen, and expressed his wish to see the entire story 
made available to non-Japanese readers. Parts of the first four 
volumes had also been abridged in translation. A new generation 
of volunteers responded by reviving Project Gen and producing a 
new, complete and unabridged translation of the entire Gen 
series. 

The second incarnation of Project Gen got its start in Moscow 
in 1994, when a Japanese student, Minako Tanabe, launched 
"Project Gen in Russia" to translate Gen into Russian. After pub- 






lishing the first three volumes in Moscow, the project relocated to 
Kanazawa, Japan, where volunteers Yulia Tachino and Namie 
Asazuma had become acquainted with Gen while translating a 
story about Hiroshima into Russian. The Kanazawa volunteers, 
together with Takako Kanekura in Russia, completed Russian vol¬ 
umes 4 through 10 between 1999 and 2001. 

In the spring of 2000, the Kanazawa group formally established 
a new Project Gen in Japan. Nine volunteers spent the next three 
years translating all ten volumes of Gen into English. The trans¬ 
lators are Kazuko Futakuchi, Michael Gordon, Kyoko Honda, 
Yukari Kimura, Nobutoshi Kohara, Kiyoko Nishita, George 
Stenson, Michiko Tanaka, and Kazuko Yamada. 

In 2002, author Keiji Nakazawa put the Kanazawa team in con¬ 
tact with Alan Gleason, a member of the first Project Gen, who 
introduced them to Last Gasp of San Francisco, publisher of the 
original English translation of Gen. Last Gasp agreed to publish 
the new, unabridged translation of all ten volumes, of which this 
book is one. 

In the hope that humanity will never repeat the terrible tragedy 
of the atomic bombing, the volunteers of Project Gen want chil¬ 
dren and adults all over the world to hear Gen's story. Through 
translations like this one, we want to help Gen speak to people in 
different countries in their own languages. Our prayer is that 
Barefoot Gen will contribute in some small way to the abolition of 
nuclear weapons before this new century is over. 

Write to Project Gen c/o Asazuma, Nagasaka 3-10-20, Kanazawa 
921-8112, Japan 



Keiji Nakazawa lives with his wife in the suburbs of Tokyo, 
and remains actively involved in the work of the Project Gen 
volunteers. Now retired from cartooning, his most recent 
project was a live action film he wrote and directed about 
young people growing up in postwar Hiroshima. He is cur¬ 
rently working on another film scenario. 







